
The Tragedy 

But teil me,where is Princdy R ichmond now ? 

Chri . At Petnbrokc»or at Hertford , wel} in Water* 

Dan What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri . Sir Walter Herben, a renowned fouldier, 

Sir Gilhcrt Talbot, fit Wtlltam Stanley, 

Oxfirdsedoubted P embrooke, fir James Blutst, 

Rice ap Thomas,with a valiant crew, 

With many more of noble fameand wortb, 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not foughtwithall. 

IW.Returne vnto my Lord,commcnd me to him 
Teil him,the Queenehath heartiiy onfented 
He fhall efpoufe Ehz.abeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell» Exeunt* 

Enter Bucbmgham to executief* 

Buc. Will not ItingRtehjrdlci me ïpeake with him ? 
R«f.No my Lord, therefbrebe patiënt, 

BuC'Hafiingsjund Edwards childrcn, Riuersfiray 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire l'onne Edward, 

Vaughan , and allthat haue mifcarried, 

By vnderhand corrupted fou'e iniuftice, 

If that your moody difcontented foules, 

T>o through theclouds beholdthis pyelênt houre, 

Enen for reuenge moeke my deftruction: 

This is AIR foules day fellowes is it not ? 

R<*f.Itis my Lord. 

Buc* Why then All-fou!es day^is my bodies Doeaicfday» 
This is the day thatin King Edrvardsume 
I wifht might fall on me when I was found 
Falie to his children, and his wiuesalhes: 

This is the day wherein 1 wifht to feil, 

By the felfe feyth of him I trurted moft; 

This is All-ibules day,to yfeaiefullfouIe a 
Is thedeterminedjdefpite of my rongs: 

That high all-feerthat 1 dallied with, 

Hath turnd my feined prayer on myhead. 

And giuen ineameft what I begd in ieft* 

Tfiusdothfic fbreethe fwerdof wicked men 

Te 


of Richard the Third. 

To tumetheir points on their maiftefs bolbmei 
jvlovv Margreu curie is feilen vpon my head, 

When he queth fhe, fhall Iplit thy heart with forroWj 
Remember Margret wag a erophetelTe. 

Comefirs, conuey me to the blocke of fhame, 
r Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame* 
Enter Richmond rvitk Drumet andTrumpets. 
Fellowes in armes,and my moft louing friends 
Bruif'd vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, 

Thusferre intothe bowelsoftheland, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment: 

And heere rcceiue we frora our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragment, 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatlpoil'd your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swtls your warme blood like wafh,and makes his troughj 
In your imboweld bofome, thisfoule fwine 
■ ; Lies now euen in the center of this Ile, 

Neereto the Towne of Leieefteras we learnc: 

From T armverth thither,is bucone day es marchs 
In Gods name cheare on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

Sy this one bloody tryall of fharpe warre» 
i Lor. Euery mans eonfcience is a thoufend fwords 
Tofight againft that bloody horaicide. 
i Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flye to vs; 

3 Aor.He hath nofriendsbut what are friends for feare 
VVhich in his greatefi nee-d will lhrinke from him. 

Rich. All tor our aduantage, then in Gods name march, 
Truehopc is fwifc,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. 
jf E mer King Richard,Nor.Rat chffe ,Catesby,with ethers. 

Herepitch our tents,euenherein Bofworth field» 
Why how now Catesby, why lookeft thoufo fad- ? 

Lat. My heart isten times lighterthenmyleokes» 

At»g . Norfalke come hither: 
orfolke we muil haue knockes,ha muft we not ? 
or. vVc muft both giue and take my gracious Lord» 
'^•Vp with my tent, fiere will I lye to night, 
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